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‘Robert “Rohan

Martha

The first spring rain came
yesterday
Into the parched, dry recesses
of my soul.
It cooled; telling of a love
that began
And had now ended.
It did not help the wound.
Oh love, I-need not rain
weather spring or summer.
I need you love, to water
my soul,
Your hands to turn over
the clay of charity.
Only you can.
The first spring rain came
yesterday .

Hunter

Spring Sherbert

a magazine of prose poetry and att
spring fever issue ® volume fifty nine

SPRING

CONTENTS

1961

PROSE
One Friday Afternoon

William O’Sullivan

Study in Aelurophobia

James Anderson

Checkmate

Jim Cain

Student Government

Elizabeth Vincent

POETRY
Spring Sherbert

Robert Rohan

Lines

Patricia Mullins

A Dead Man Spoke to Me

O’kane

The Seed of Life

Bro. James De Santis

Dedication by M. K.

M. K.

Industrial Design

Del Footer and crew

ART

FEATURES
Incidentally

short and sweet

Survivors and New Arrivers

Night Music

But With the Dawn, Rejoicing
Cass Timberlane

VIGNETTE
Uncle Lester's

Mary Mattingly

SPECIAL
Genesis

Bro. Mike Morris

Filomena Vacchiano, Editor
Cover: Ah, spring! That glorious
time of year that brings sun, rain,
and other heavenly offerings.

Robert Antonick, Art Direction. Rev. James E. Donnelly, S.M., Moderator.
Illustrators: Martha Hunter, Jerry Karlovic, Toni Regis, George Villani.
Guest Artist: Delbert Footer. Represented: Curt Beckner, John Fryant,
Al Lochtefeld, Dick Maiese.

This is Exponent, a magazine published for and by the students of the University of Dayton,
and concerned with the involvement of man in the humanities.
Material contained herein
may be reprinted with the permission of the editors, Manuscripts may be submitted by any

student of the University by mail or by placement in the office.

EXPONENT

@

UNIVERSITY OF DAYTON

@

207 LIBERTY HALL

@

DAYTON 9, OHIO

Incidentally
It’s spring! and heart's are a-flutter and flowers are growing, so here's the
blooming EXPONENT. You can read it between innings, or wrap picnic lunches
in it, or generally do whatever you please with it. If you find a new and original
use for it, write and let us know. We might market it and retire young and rich.
Wishful thinking, but spring is especially conductive to such thoughts.
As you may have guessed if you have read this far, I’m just going on like
this to have something to fill the alloted space. | have turned down the temptation to impart some immortal observation on to you. “My mind is as frail as a
lily; it would break with the weight of a thought.”
Jim Cain really believes in sticking with us through thick and thin. This issue
he makes it three out of three: three issues to date—three stories by Cain.
Brother Michael Morris also came through with several poems. You'll particularly like Genesis.
Newcomers to the EXPONENT include William O’Sullivan who offers you a
different type of short story, One Friday Afternoon. We think you'll agree with
us that Bill’s first effort shows much promise.
Also new to our pages is James Anderson, author of Study in Aelurophobia,
another fine first effort. This one is bound to give you chills.
M. K., Patricia Mullins, and Brother James De Santis join the ranks of our

verse writers.
The art feature, concentrating on industrial design this time, completes our
spring offering.
That's it. We’re saving ourselves for one final burst of glory. Seriously, we
have a few specials planned for the summer issue. If you coax us, we might put
them into print.
Happy spring fever!

iNote

urvivors iW‘and.
Reviews of the

and the Worthy

Night Music
by SVEN STOLPE
Sheed and Ward, 1960, 286 pages
Though a glimpse of light shines through
here and there in this novel, Night Music never
approaches the real.
The story is set in a fictitious Scandinavian
country caught in a struggle between the traditional monarchy and a communist conspiracy.
This serves as the background for another struggle going on between the Prime Minister and his
family. The family—even more fictitious than
the country—consists of a talented, but utterly
confused and somewhat warped daughter; an
idealistic son, also confused, who becomes a
pawn of communism; and a long-suffering, selfpitying, invalid wife, who, despite her physical
infirmity, provides all the religious zeal and
steadfastness in the family. The Prime Minister,
all the while, is to some extent, a bulwark of
moral steadfastness. Through this psychological
maze wanders a portly Dominican who cannot

strokes, Sven Stolpe gives us some characters
(particularly the daughter) who are quite abnormal.
His attempts to fuse man’s fleshly weaknesses with his participation in supernatural life
appear as harsh contrasts. The suddenness with
which the two aspects are thrown together, the
proximity of the idea of God to the act of sin,
are sometimes shocking.
The vast difference between our way of life
and the one depicted in this novel serve to widen
the gap between the story and reality. The
author relates the struggle between good and evil
against the background of a situation with which
we cannot identify ourselves.
Stolpe, a prominent Swedish novelist and
historian, writes in a rather unusual manner—
constantly shifting the point of view, invading
the mind of first one character, then another.

help but feel that he always arrivesa little too

This, however, fails to win our sympathy for any

late to help.

of the characters, except, perhaps, Father Leo,

Most of the failure to approximate reality
can be charged to the characterization. In his
effort to paint good and evil in broad, bold

who does not need our sympathy.
SUMMING UP: More night than music.

But With The Dawn, Rejoicing
by MARY ELLEN KELLY
Bruce Publishing Co., 1960
182 pages
Stricken with rheumatoid arthritis, Mary
Ellen Kelly is forced to adjust from a normal
childhood to a life of complete immobility. This

the type of visitors she welcomes; those that she
could get along without; her travels throughout
the United States, Canada, and Europe; and

book relates her introduction to, and struggle

many little incidents in her life that give insight

with, the pain that would be her life-long companion. But it is much more than this. Miss

into her extraordinary character.

Kelly’s witty and refreshing style of writing ex-

“While classmates were having their first
dates,” the author writes, “I was having my first

plores all the facets of the life of an invalid:

operation. When girl friends were switching from

3

saddle shoes to high heels, the doctors were
switching me from casts to braces.”
In spite of this, she resigns herself to the
role selected for her in the Divine Plan and plays
it better than could be expected. She got the
ability to write only through an operation and
much pain, but she is now a prolific writer, writing many magazine articles; publishing a bimonthly periodical for the Sodality for invalids
which she started; and writing this book.
Pain is no stranger to Miss Kelly, but

neither is it an excuse for self-pity, or for expecting too much from the healthy people around
her. She classifies invalids into eight groups, according to attitudes which she has come into
contact with. The groups range from the ‘“WithGod’s -Help-I-Can-Make-This-A-Good-Life’”’ type
to the ‘“I-May-Go At-Any-Moment” type, and the
proud and unrealistic ‘“Don’t-Call-Me-An-Invalid!
—I’m-Merely-Handicapped!” type. In connection
with this, she gives a list of hints which she feels

it would be good for every invalid to follow.
There is a lesson for everyone in this book.

There is also much spiritual wisdom. The reader
soon realizes that there is something much better
than suffering in silence—and that is to utter
the words Fiat voluntas tua! in spite of the pain.

But With the Dawn, Rejoicing is not as
soggy aS some personal accounts of suffering
are, but now and then the reader might feel that
it bogs down somewhat. In such instances, the
author quickly comes through with her humor
and matter-of-fact attitude to rescue it.
Author Kelly does not attempt to give us
another Imitation of Christ or Dark Night of the
Soul, but she does offer a charming and inspiring
account of how tough things can get.
The tone for the book is taken from Psalm
29: “At nightfall, weeping enters in, but with
the dawn, rejoicing.”
SUMMING UP: If you think yow’ve got it bad,
read it.

Cass Timberlane

by SINCLAIR LEWIS
Random House, 1945
Satirist on modern America and caricaturist of the middle class, Sinclair Lewis was one
of the literary rebels of the 1920’s. Rejecting
conventional styles and themes, Lewis produced
Main Street, an account of the American small
town, and with it gained the public approval.
His reputation grew as he poked fun (none too
gently) at the American businessman in Babbit
and at the medical researcher in Arrowsmith.
The cliches and conformism of the Twentieth
Century were his targets, and a wide range of
subjects, including matrimony, felt the jab of
sharp criticism. Cass Timberlane is the story of
a middle-aged judge, an independent young girl,
and their matrimonial adventures among the
oddly-matched couples, hopeful spinsters, and
satisfied bachelors of a small Minnesota town.
A member of the upper social strata of his com-

lovers are woven throughout the story, depicting
some of the tragedy, the comedy, the irony, and
the bitterness possible between husbands and

munity, Judge Timberlane falls in love with,

icans can shrug off the standardized concept of

pursues, weds, and pursues again the vivacious
Jinny, a working girl. The struggles of other

modern marriage and emerge as individual, spiritual, mature human beings.

wives.
More important than the plot is the picture
of American marriages painted in Cass Timberlane. The author has analyzed the conflicts and
relations between spouses and has illustrated
them colorfully in his novel.
With crisp, imaginative narration, and colloquial dialogue, Lewis has created credible characters. Frequently, however, the narration is
bogged down in wordy descriptions.

This novel contains the views of those critics to whom the American home seems to have
become a matriarchy, an extension of the office
and factory, a symbol of social status, a haven
for gadgets and fads. Lewis asserts that Amer-

Sharon Freeman
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ONE FRIDAY AFTERNOON
Wm. Johnson Carver was walking from work,

his lunch bucket jangling in his hand and his
steel-toed shoes plodding on the dusty macadam.
He was panting as he walked, the skin between
his toes rubbing together, and his feet were sore.
These two miles were strange to him. They'll
have a new generator in by tomorrow, he
thought. Always something came up. Something
changing, turning, disturbing, shifting the balance. He liked balance and stability. They sort
of gave meaning to everything. Yet balance and
stability, as he thought of them, could never be,
and he frowned, the well-defined wrinkles on his
face giving easily, and kept walking down the
road. Some cars went by and the earth-dust

WILLIAM O’SULLIVAN
than that to spare. This virtue in Wm. Johnson
tended to become a vice, and it was a shame.
Too many guys knew his weakness, and used it.

There was the time that young apprentice said
he needed a car for a day and begged Wm. Johnson for the use of his car—just for that night.
He would pick up Wm. Johnson for work the next
day. Wm. Johnson took the streetcar home that

day and was fortunate that he had theft insurance. But, Wm. Johnson didn’t change; he didn’t
know that people were like they were, much less
why. He was just Wm. Johnson Carver—steelworker.
The old familiar scenes slowly moved by,

South High School where he had met Joanny,

partially covered the soot from J & L Steel on

Phillip’s Garage where he had his first job, Dr.

his overalls.
Wm. Johnson Carver was a Ssteel-worker,
an iron-head, a guy who liked to really work for
his bread. He was a simple, kind-hearted guy,

Morgan’s office above Gino’s Barber Shop, Pe-

one who would give you a buck if you were down

flower garden at home. But, Wm. Johnson didn’t

and out, even though he didn’t have much more

mind the kidding or being called “Flowers”, be-

trie’s Nursery. Wm. Johnson chuckled and
thought of the guys at work. They used to kid
him and call him ‘Flowers’, because he had a

cause he was that kind of guy. He thought of all
these things, little things, as he went. Wm.
Johnson thoughtalot.
Seemingly unimportant things become indispensible when they are out of reach and of
great value when they are lost. That’s the way
it was with Joe. Joe was Wm. Johnson’s older
brother, and until he died, no one gave a damn
about him. But, that day when Joe shot himself
in his flat the whole world seemed to come down
on Wm. Johnson. It was one of those things that
everyone feels responsible for, that everyone
thinks he could have prevented if only...
Joe was a drunk, but Wm. Johnson still

loved him, without reason, people thought. But,
they didn’t know what it was like to have an
older brother like Joe, to have him fight for you
when you were too small to fight, to have him
help you up when you fell off your bike, or to
have him as your best man when you got married. They didn’t know, but Wm. Johnson did.
But, years later, it was Wm. Johnson who was
looking after Joe. When Wm. Johnson managed

to get his brother a job, Joe could never keep it.
He stopped going to church, never paid his debts
any more, and when he wasn’t drunk, he was
on his way to the nearest State Store with the
last few dollars he had suckered from someone,
usually his brother. But, his brother had loved
him.
Wm. Johnson used to visit his brother's flat
every Saturday to see how he was coming along,
and he always left a few dollars short, and he
hated himself for it, because he knew what
would happen every time. The memory of that
last Saturday was burned in Wm. Johnson’s
mind. He walked in when there was no response
to his knocking; he saw his brother lying on the
floor with empty bottles all around, and Wm.
Johnson just sank to the floor and wept. It was
two hours before anyone else knew.
When Joe died, it seemed that a little part
of everything died. The world. Wm. Johnson.
Life. All changed. Everything came and went,
and everything lacked that certain X quality
that it had when Joe was alive. Korea. Want-ads.
Lines. Forms. Around, around the world turned.

the road got into his throat, and he choked.
Traffic was heavier now, and Wm. Johnson
moved a little off the road knowing it wasn’t
quite safe to be a pedestrian near J & L at 4:10
p.m. Horns blew, profanities filled the air, and
the traffic cop at Carson St. and Homestead
Ave. just blew his whistle, waved his hands and
occasionally cussed out a stranger who unwittingly got trapped in the rat race.
But it was Friday and he was glad, glad
because now he had a whole weekend to spend
with his family. He was looking forward to getting home to Joanny and his new son. He thought
about his son and how they would go on fishing
trips together when Johnny was old enough, how
they would play baseball and football and even
wrestle maybe. And he could hardly wait for the
day when Johnny would put his old man down.
When those days came, Wm. Johnson would be

a happy man. And he smiled, thinking of them,
and watching his feet plod on one in front of the
other.
Wm. Johnson was out of the mill traffic,
moving slower now. He could see the lumber
yard a few blocks ahead and as he approached
he sneezed and coughed from the dusty-wood
smell which permeated the air around the yard.
Wm. Johnson didn’t smoke; he couldn’t stand to
inhale anything foreign. His pace quickened. The
big trucks from the Apex Lumber Co. rolled out
on the road and churned up the dust. Wm. Johnson squinted his eyes and moved further away
from the road and nearer the lumber piles.
Tony Yocano was the foreman at Apex and
one of Wm. Johnson’s best friends. He was one
of those happy-go-lucky Italians who like wine,
spaghetti, plump women, and large families. He
and Wm. Johnson had been friends all their
lives. They had grown up together on Pittsburgh’s South Side, and their friendship was
forged in poverty, frolic, and street fights. So,
when Wm. Johnson went to Tony and asked him
if he could get a job for his brother Joe, Tony
had no choice, and Joe went to work the follow-

ing week. It can be said right now that Joe didn’t
hold the job. Tony managed to endure Joe’s incessant lateness for work everyday and the in-

Too fast, much too fast. It made Wm. Johnson

adequacy of his work, but he couldn’t stomach

dizzy; and he wanted to get off. The world was
indeed changing, and Wm. Johnson would rather
it didn’t.
It was a hot dusty day, and the dust from

his physical condition, which was always somewhat inebrious. Joe didn’t last very long that
time. It was a little over a week later when Tony
caught him with a bottle on the job, and Joe’s

life was back to normal. It was always the same
could work for maybe two weeks, but then his
yen for the nectar of stupor would become too
great, and again he would be destitute, alone,
all alone, except for his brother, and Joe used
his brother—just like everyone else did.
Wm. Johnson was thinking about Joe as he
walked by the lumber yard, and he asked himself for the millionth time the question which
had haunted him for years—Why, Joe? Why?
It would be so much easier if he could understand the why of it all. Then it would make
sense; then there would be a reason.
The dust. The trucks. He coughed and
sneezed. He listened to the low hum coming from

of the lumber pile and tried to throw stones in
it. But, he was not very successful in his effort.
Each time he missed he would wimper, and Wm.
Johnson was puzzled. He stood there for some
time, watching the boy throwing stones at the
bucket, and then Wm. Johnson noticed something strange. When the boy missed the bucket
with a stone, it was because he had fallen short
of the bucket or had hit the front of it. Never
did he throw a stone too far and not often did
one fali into the bucket.
The trucks continued to roll from Apex, but
neither the boy nor Wm. Johnson seemed to
notice them. Each was held in his own respective torpor. Wm. Johnson in curiousity and the
boy in defeat. He kept studying the boy, and

the mill where the machines with metal teeth

after a while he understood what was happen-

thrived on a steady diet of nature’s beauty. But
that other sound, it didn’t come from the saw-

working his bare little toes in the dirt, and he

ing. It seems as if he’s afraid of throwing a
stone too far, thought Wm. Johnson, and he
knew why the boy was unhappy.
Just then, as if he had heard Wm. Johnson’s
thought, the boy looked up and saw him, and he
jumped up and ran away—frightened. Why did
he run away, Wm. Johnson asked himself? But,
he knew the answer. Poor thing, he thought, so
fragile and so afraid.
Again his mind was filled with thoughts of
his wife and baby and the future of their family.
My boy won’t be like that, he thought. Many

shivered in spite of the heat. It made Wm. Johnson sad to see the little boy crying, and he moved
a little closer. The boy was picking up stones and
tossing them aimlessly, as little boys do, and
Wm. Johnson knew the boy was sad. When a boy
his age is so listless, he thought, he must be
unhappy.
Then the boy spotted a bucket near the end

—strong,
independent,
self-determined.
He
yearned to see that day. My boy will be strong,
and he won't be afraid. Wm. Johnson Carver
turned and started down the road toward his
home again.
The lumber trucks had gone, and the dust
re-settled on the road once more.

when Wm. Johnson got his brother a job. Joe

mill. It was a little boy by one of the lumber
piles, and he was crying. Wm. Johnson stopped
and looked at him. He was a scrawny little lad
of about eight or nine, and his body was all
drawn up against the lumber pile like a frightened little animal. Funny thought Wm. Johnson,
he looksa little like Joe did when he was a boy.
He has the same blond hair, but his face is not
as full as Joe’s was. The boy just sat on his legs,

Lines

times he had envisioned his son as a young man

I wandered by the beach one day
And saw a small child playing,
He filled his bucket with spades of sand
And seemed so insignificant.
I wandered on by manya child
And watched them with their spades of sand,
Then I stopped and realized...
The spades of sand were naught but days
And the children all mankind.

Patricia Mullins

in aelurophobia
The big touring car moved purposefully
through the cobblestone alleys, racing past the
rabbit-warren tenements whose destitute occupants lounged on the pavements and wandered
aimlessly about the streets. The unseasonable
weather had kept the slums of London baking—
or rather boiling—in a stew of human sweat and
river-spawned fog for a week, defying even the
cool evening breezes to penetrate the tenacious
soup in which the city was simmering. Tonight
this fetid atmosphere chased the people from
their humid beds into the streets, there to wait
for the merciful cooling winds which would not

come.
The driver of the car fingered the unfamiliar
controls nervously as he dodged the refuse, animals, and people which cluttered the street.

“What a hell of a night to be without a chauf-

ty
:
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feur,” thought Ellington Rudyard Vaerman III,
his sweaty palms slipping on the wheel. The
sweat was not nature’s response to the heat,
however. Indeed, the Rolls-Royce was thoroughly
air-conditioned, enabling the gentleman to wear
decent tweeds and fedora without languishing or
losing his genteel aplomb. The big, florid man—
driving his own car for the first time—sweated
because his heart was being squeezed—in the
tentacles of fear. Soon he would be engaged in
a search, one so secretive and important that it

Directly beneath him the gates of hell were opening

the cracks. Before this house the car screeched
to a stop.

Sulking in the shadows of the attic is a

James Anderson
would be folly to risk the curiosity of a chauffeur. “One can always depend on a cunning domestic to smell out a scandal before it brews,”
he brooded to himself as he wrested the heavy
car around a corner.
The Rolls picked up speed now as it encountered the wide avenues of Drury which bled

off the slums into the middle-class Victorian
neighborhood of Stirling Heights. The houses
lining the street. were the old gingerbread-andtile type: three stories high, many ugly gables,
and dripping with that grotesque facade which is
so dear to the English eye.

Vaerman was musing upon the archaic
wrecks and the relics who inhabited them when
he saw an emaciated alley cat start to bound

across the street some fifty feet in front of him.
Automatically his hands tightened on the wheel
and his foot jammed the accelerator to the floorboard. The Rolls leaped forward and caught the
animal neatly under the front right wheel. The
back wheel received the hapless creature and
flung its crushed body upon the pavement. “The
damn thing,’ muttered Vaerman, sweating profusely now.

At the end of the block stood a house much
like its fellows, except that it appeareda little
better taken care of. Also, its many windows
were boarded shut and no light streamed through

sooty black figure. From one end two orbs of
liquid yellow pierce the shadows. Within those
shimmering pools two elliptical black lights float
back and forth, scanning the room. Suddenly the
surface of this spectre ripples, tenses. The form
leaps to its feet. The cat stands erect, quivering.

His sensitive ears pick up the distant screech of
one of his kind meeting a violent death. Now the
roar of an automobile; then, nothing. Slowly the
cat relaxes, forgets. The rapacious hand of death
is all too familiar to him and his race.
The cat once more turns his attention to
filling his pinched belly. The dusty attic is over-

run with mice—they teem within the walls, they
are everywhere. This is the first time the cat
has gained entrance to this particular house
without being belabored by the old woman’s
broom; many times had he climbed through the

broken cellar window, only to be thrown violently
out of the front door when his presence had been
discovered. The cat knows that no one is in the
house now, his nose is filled only with the tantalizing aroma of the rodent colony which has ruled
unhindred until now. In utter silence he crouches
among the old dusty pictures and chests of
moldering clothing, waiting.
There: a slight
rustle of tiny feet, the appearance of a pointed
snout from the refuge of a discarded newspaper,
quivering nose testing the musty air, little eyes

staring into big ones. A deft pounce, a shrill
squeak. A life ends; a life is saved. The drama

repeats until the ravenous maw is satiated, and
then the grisly sport commences. The cat catches
only for pleasure now; blood for blood’s sake.
First one mouse then another is raked, impaled,
and tossed gleefully by the hooked claws. Their

blood spatters the floor, bodies accumulate. As
the mice weaken they are dispatched by the cruel
sharp teeth; all are discarded.
illustrated by Bob Antonick

Another interruption: the slam of a car door,
sounds of footsteps on the front walk. Another
beating? Perhaps not. The footsteps are not
those of the old woman, but a stranger. The cat

blends back into the shadows, waits.
Vaerman stood before the gate and stared at

the house he hated. For five long years he had
been dragged here against his will, drawn by the
tentacles of fear which the old woman had
wielded. Before him he saw the name of his
tormentor wrought in the iron which formed the
top of the barred gate: SHEFFIELD. No Sheffield inhabited the house now, for the corpse of
old Emily Sheffield had been carried out of there
three days ago, her spirit joining that of her late
husband, Lloyd, an unfortunate acquaintance of
Vaerman’s. “A curse on both their souls!” The
big man swore as he ground his teeth in anger.
Quickly he flung the rusty gate open and

pounded up to the door. He had committed himself. Now the only alternative to success was
absolute ruin. “Yes indeed,” the man thought as
he ripped the quarantine sign off the brass
knocker and hurled it into the bushes, “a matter

of life and death!” His lips curled in a smile
which was not pleasant to see.
The heavy door gave easily under Vaerman’s
bulk, and he quickly closed it after him. This
gesture was needless; his presence would not

have to be explained to the neighbors. They had
long since interpreted Vaerman as the lonely old

woman’s closest friend and benefactor. Over the
years they had deduced that the widow’s only
source of income was the weekly allowance
Vaerman bestowed upon her. This benevolence
was exclusive; upon no one else did Vaerman
bestow any favors whatsoever. His contemporaries considered him a most ruthless business-

man. The neighbors—as all neighbors will—
speculated

upon the

strange friendship,

and

eventually arrived at an explanation which satisfied them. It was common knowledge that Mr.
Sheffield and Vaerman had fought in the great

war together in France, and that Sheffield had
died “over there” after being confined in a prison
camp. Vaerman had been the only one of their
captured outfit to escape and had received the
Victoria Cross for the military information he
had brought back with him. It had seemed only
natural then, that Vaerman, who had prospered
after the war, would take care of his best friend’s
widow during her declining years. This conclusion was strengthened after Vaerman’s muchpublicized tearful vigil over Mrs. Sheffield’s cof-

ladder-back he fetched the chair a good kick
which bruised his toe, harmed the chair not a
whit, and added a measure of pugnacity to his
already malevolent disposition. When the room
was finally bathed in light Vaerman stripped
off his coat (the stagnant air was like the breath
of a blast furnace), rolled up his sleeves and
proceeded to examine drawers, closets, compartments, anything in which a piece of paper might
be concealed. Vases were overturned and books
were leafed through. Pictures were tested for
secret false-backs. The whole first floor was
covered in such a manner, but fruitlessly. Pausing to wipe away the sweat with his sleeve,
Vaerman tried to imagine where she had concealed it. “Now where would be a natural place

for an eccentric old lady to try to hide a letter?
She lacked intelligence to put it in a safe deposit
box; didn’t trust bankers. Didn’t trust doctors
either,” he added as an afterthought, and he

showed his teeth in that warped grin again.
“Perhaps upstairs .. . of course! The sentimental
old fool probably stuck it in Lloyd’s study up in

the attic. She used to treat that place like hallowed ground!” With that he flicked on the stair
lights and puffed up the long winding staircase.
The groaning of his belabored steps reverberating through the old walls.

The attic had been partitioned off many
years ago into a storage room and Mr. Sheffield’s
den. The former, though spacious and possessing
a high ceiling, was crammed with trunks, newspapers, old picture frames, and the other bric-abrac which accumulates over years of residence.
The den, though much smaller, was nevertheless
roomy and boasted a bureau, two ladder-back
chairs, a desk, and a wooden-armed deeply upholstered black chair. Above the desk, which
faced the wall opposite the door, was a large oval
mirror, tilting slightly out from the wall. The upholstered chair faced the desk, the ladder-backs
were stacked one on top of the other in the far
left corner near the door, and the bureau occupied the opposite corner.

Vaerman clambered up the last flight of
stairs and strode into the blackness of the attic.
Striking a match, he made his way around the

fin, when she had passed on.

rubbish towards the door of the study. He could
hear mice scurrying, scraping, squeaking among

Vaerman made quite a commotion now,
stumbling over chairs and coffee-tables as he
made his way to the light switch in the drawing-

the refuse of a century; but he was unperturbed,
even when he felt little furry bodies run over his
shoes and brush against his leg. His feet slipped

room. After cracking his shin on a venerable

on something slimy a few times, but he managed
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to grope his way to the study door without inci-

had gone into near hysterics describing in weird

dent. The door was not locked, much to his sur-

detail the foul, repugnant nature of felines as he
interpreted it. He ended with a threat that he
would never enter the house if she acquired a

prise, and the lights in the chandelier above the
desk still worked. The small room, however, had
no ventilation; the heat built up during the day
nearly overcome the portly man as he entered.
“Won't be able to stay here too long,” he warned
himself, and set about his search with extra

haste. He tried the desk first. In the bottom of
the first drawer he pulled out was a yellowed
envelope with Mrs. Sheffield’s name and address
scrawled on the front. Vaerman recognized
Lloyd’s handwriting immediately, and his sweaty
hands fumbled with the letter inside. The delicate
paper was crisp with age and from the dehydrating heat of the study, but he managed to unfold
it upon the desk and scan its contents.
It had been smuggled out of Sheffield’s
prison camp—probably Lloyd had bribed a guard.
Vaerman quickly passed over the sentimental
messages which the doomed man had written to
his wife, until he saw his own name peering back
at him: Vaerman collaborator ... traitor...
released by Germans ... tell War Department.
He read no further.

Vaerman crumpled the letter at this point
and produced a match from his shirt pocket.

After deftly striking it he applied the flame to

cat. Mrs. Sheffield had been shocked at his tirade
but immediately read into Vaerman’s performance a terrible weakness which she sought to
exploit. She could use his abject fear of cats to
her own advantage. She had then looked at
Vaerman with contempt and had stated, “I will
have a cat.”
The next day Vaerman had presented her
with a luxurious scarf—her plan had already
started to work. She had reveled in the simple
gift and had immediately wound it about her
neck, burying her wrinkled old fact in the rich
satiny splendor of the cloth. No cheap gift his—

it had been imported from China, where it had
been carefully woven by master craftsmen from

the finest silk. And the night before Vaerman
had taken it from the corpse of a woman who

had just died of smallpox. Vaerman had unconsciously fingered his recent vaccination while
he watched the old woman—she was so afraid
of doctors—whirl the scarf around her head. He
had smiled at her for the first time then.
Vaerman laughed now until the tears rolled
down his face. He was perfectly safe; the old
woman had been stricken quickly and had died
before anyone knew what was wrong with her.
He threw back his head and laughed again as he
thought of his performance at her funeral, and
the tears mixed with sweat and poured off his
cheeks in yellowish rivulets. The sweat flowed
. . and he shivered as a cold wave chilled him

the envelope and the letter and tossed them into
an ash tray on the top of the desk. He lowered
himself into the soft chair and watched until it
burned to ashes.
His mind wandered to the contents of the
letter. Old lady Sheffield hadn’t gone to the War
Department. She had come to him. He remembered their first conversation five years ago,
when she had confronted him in his office, a
trim gentlewoman with an unassuming manner.
After introducing herself she had bantered on
about the war, and how many men had laid down
their lives for their country. Gradually she had
led up to the subject of her late husband’s friendship with Vaerman. She had insinuated that
Vaerman’s name had come up often in the letters
Mr. Sheffield had sent home—especially the last
one, from his prison camp. She had no need to
say more—when she left his office she was a
thousand pounds richer, and that was only the
beginning.
It had gone on for five years, until that
night when she had innocently professed a desire

... what amI saying? It was steaming hot when
I came in here!” His laughing stopped abruptly,
yet the tears continued to flow, an icy stream
that chilled his neck. His sweating ceased. A
frigid pall descended upon his entire person, and
still the tears flowed, pouring off his jowls and
staining his shirt. ‘Must have strained something,” he thought as he reached for his handkerchief to clear his gushing eyes. But what’s
this? He could not feel his pocket. He reached
again. He . .. he stared at his arm in mute
astonishment. It had not moved! His brain sent
the message, but there was no response. Vaerman concentrated, ordered, commanded, begged.
His arm and his hand—even the fingers—re-

to own a cat—the mice were becoming intolerable. Vaerman had railed strenuously at the sug-

mained immobile. A weird helplessness was taking control over his body. He started to rise.

gestion, startling her with his vehemence. He

He could feel his muscles contract—he knew

from head to toe. “Should have worn my topcoat

ae

they were contracting—and he was rising. He
had to be rising! He must rise! He strained...
O my God!
He still remained frozen in the
chair! Panic flooded his brain; he breathed
deeply and strained, tensed, pleaded! But not so
much as his little finger or toe could he move.
And his eyes streamed, streamed, streamed! He
tried to get a grip on himself and think clearly.
“My eyes feel like hot coals. That’s a symptom
of a fever—or else I’m allergic to something in
this room. Maybe the dust . . . Lord, how they
burn! Worse than when I see one of those
damned... ,” the truth reared before his mind
like the vision of death.
His mind cringed,
reeled; his jaws clenched in apprehension. The
cords of his neck tightened and protruded, and

his eyes went dry immediately. His head had
snapped back against the chair back and he

found himself staring into the mirror above the
desk. Though he could no longer move his neck,
his eyes could sweep the floor in front of him.
They searched the desk, the corners. Nothing.
Maybe it was merely the heat working on his
mind. Maybe it wasn’t there. In the mirror he
could see the rear of the little room. Nothing
under the chairs, nothing in the other corners;
the top of the bureau was bare. Nothing...
except the open door. On the carpet, leading from
the storage room to where they were lost from
his view behind the chair he was sitting on, were
the faint outlines of footprints. They were red

with blood. Vaerman’s soul screamed within him,
his eyes bulged, his heart hammered against his
ribs and his facial muscles distended and palpitated. Etched in blood were the padmarks of a

cat, which was now obviously somewhere immediately behind his chair.
Ellington Rudyard Vaerman was a chronic
aelurophobiac. Simply translated, Aelurophobia
means “‘cat-fear’’. But there is much, much, more
to it than that... only the afflicted can imagine
the nameless horror which even the sight of a
cat can produce. It is a psychological enigma,
one which cannot be explained in terms of the
conscious mind. Perhaps somewhere in the
shrouded vaults of the intellect the aelurophobiac
has created an image, has given a form, to his
sins, his errors: an image which he cannot bear
to observe, lest his conscience identify, and

rors, none holds more terror for the aelurophobiac than to be forced to meet the stare of a cat.

What can he possibly see there? Perhaps the
fires of hell and the souls of the damned?
The image which stared back at Vaerman
from the mirror was ghastly. It had the general
features of a man, but no distinctly human characteristics. The face was a chalky, corded mask
with eyes that bulged out of their sockets and
were rimmed with red. They did not blink. Breath
came in spasms; sharp gusts which whistled as
they were sucked into dilated nostrils. The eyes
were immobile now, fixed upon the back of the
chair which appeared in the mirror. The ears
were also bulged and extended, straining for the
sounds which must surely come. This being—if
anything so cadaverous could be called living—

still had a mind. This mind was suffering incalcuble pain, not physical pain but the more insidious, the greater, indescribable agony of a
doomed spirit.
He could hear—he could feel the claws as
they dug into the upholstery, as they disengaged
and sought a higher purchase. With each ripped
thread his brain was pierced with a red-hot
knife of agony. Now there was no lapse of time;
one moment it had not been there, the next it
was. A grisly, sooty black structure bristling
with red-tinged claws reared up beside his neck,
wavered, and clutched the back of the chair.
Simultaneously the jaw of the man who had been
Vaerman snapped open and a red ribbon extended from the gaping jaw and remained poised
between two rows of very white teeth. The muscles of the arm contracted; there was a sickening crunching, a popping, as the fingers tightened on the chair and broke under the strain.
There was a rasping noise as toes curled and
joints popped, as toenails splintered on unyielding leather. On the chair-back there were now
two sets of claws—and between them protruded
a ghastly apparition within whose somber borders were two yellow pits. Two black things
which were floating in the shimmering recesses
bored deeply into the macambre pupils which
stared at them from the mirror. They pierced,
they searched, they understood. The complete
form now rears up on the chair back. Slowly,

accuse.

gently, it moves behind the deformed head and
reclines, its belly fur caressing the rigid neck. The

Can it be an allergy? No—not unless it be
an allergy of the mind.
And the eyes—the cold, staring, searching,
all knowing eyes of the cat. Of all earthly hor-

sinuous tail droops, descends down the front of
the chair, almost touching the heaving chest.
Then slowly, slowly, it curls upwards and winds
about the neck. The curl completes; the gates of
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hell are opened.
The coroner’s report was brief and to the
point: heart attack complicated by heat prostration. The newspapers carried a notice that a
Mr. E. Vaerman had died of a heart attack and
had been immediately cremated. In fact, he had
been cremated before his relatives had been informed of his death, and before his will was read.
The Coroner accused his assistant of misinterpreting an order, and the assistant accused the
policeman, and the policeman accused the head
of the crematorium, and so on, until no one knew,
much less cared, who had given the order for the
immediate cremation of the body. The relatives

divided the money, and they were happy. Mr.
Vaerman ought to be happy too, because his
ashes were buried beside the coffin of his only
known friend: Mrs. Sheffield.
It is of interest to note that the coroner
retired from his post immediately after this incident. To be specific, the police department
“retired” him—to a little hospital called Bedlam.
There he sits in his room and regals other
patients with descriptions of his last case. He
mumbles on about “things” in dead men’s eyes
that couldn’t possibly be there. He describes a
body with yellow eyes that are rimmed with red;
about yellow eyes with elliptical black pupils...

a dead man spoke to me
a dead man spoke to me
spoke with mute lips deaf ears empty eyes with
sweat-stained wallet containing pictures letters
momentos with ragged uniform bearded pain-

twisted face bullet hole ugly black in his chest
spoke of a journey
an exodus from his native home journey into a
land foreign a land torn with war a land strange’
with fear a land suffering from man
a journey from where the fingers of earth dip into
the holy waters of the ocean a journey along the

footpaths of man tracing probing searching doctor-like for a malignancy a growth a cancer that
was ailing his brother

a journey fighting killing dying bit by bit slowly
on battlefields named unnamed a journey broken
by joy a journey with happy nights drinking
nights quiet nights lonely fearful
a dead man spoke to me
spoke of men far from homes crawling in the
slime of the earth assailed by fears inspired to
bravado bravery degraded into the law of might
killing or being killed killing and dying spoke of
men deprived of a woman’s smile a child’s laugh
the warmth of love
spoke of prayers remembered forgotten whispered
in haste never said
a dead man spoke to me
spoke of peace.

O’kane

vignette: uncle lester’s :
Uncle Lester was an undertaker, and though
his golf-loving, pipe-smoking character was not
exactly coordinate with his chosen profession,
his house certainly was. Poor house! Today there
is nothing left of it but a broad expanse of flat,
gray pavement, parceled out into oblique, yellow
parking lines, with a sign at the entrance in

authoritative black print: Gas & Electric Company—Employees Only. But I remember it before they tore it down.

The last time I saw Uncle Lester’s house
was in early autumn. The sun, though dazzling,
did nothing to improve the solid, brick aspect
of that gray, three-storied pile. The foundation
had settled. So, too, had the atmosphere, and
some of the starched Victorian morality of its
builders had, along with the mortar, cemented
its bricks.

When Zanesville’s first millionaire druggist
built it, it must have been big and beautiful.
When I last saw it, it was only big. The cemented
driveway, forming a semi-circle around the back
of the house, was criss-crossed with cracked
lightning, and at the left entrance, two posts

on either side nodded in tipsy solidity towards
each other.
Directly behind the main building was the

wooden carriage house, topped by a gable and a
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lightning rod. Uncle Lester habitually parked
his car outside the carriage house, so its chief
purpose was restricted to collecting cobwebs and
excess shutters which Aunt Lillian persisted in
removing from the interior of the main house.
On the right side of the house, towards the
back, was a series of cement-bordered rectangles
originally landscaped to hold peat moss, hybrids,
and pooled water. When I saw them, they were
appropriately filled with clean but empty bottles
labeled: King’s Embalming Fluid; Patented.
Along the back of the house, facing the left
curve of the driveway but separated from it by
an evenly cut lawn, were a little colonnade and
doorway, once exclusively the servant’s entrance.
This entrance had one thing to recommend it...
a winding stairway ... dark and fascinating.
Barely 24 inches in breadth, it twisted for three
stories up the backbone of the house, and it had
that tantilizing something always associated
with “back stairways.”
The second story boasted five bedrooms,
furnished with marble fireplace, wall length
windows of smoky glass, and a bell cord to jerk
the backstairs people into action. There were
pinched little corner closets, too, and though the
print wallpaper resembled soiled yellow linen,

The third floor was mostly inlaid dirt and
there was a constant scratching sound from
noisy pigeons poking about crumbling plaster
and fallen boards. But pigeons are inclined to
become nervous at being observed, and protest
by batting dust around with their flapping
wings. From the second floor landing, a spiral
front stairway led down into the main hall. Its

bannister,

delightfully broad and soothingly

smooth, had successfully tempted several generations, though it did end in a bronze statue of
some scared nymph, doubtlessly installed as
some sort of shock absorber.
The main floor was divided into six rooms,

among which were two drawing rooms with floor
to ceiling Venetian mirrors, and a conservatory,
which still caught the sun, though for nothing
more than a potted cactus and a gold fish bowl.
There were double doors of etched glass at the
entrance, and a little tile vestibule, to stop
muddy boots before they deposited the town silt
on plush carpets.
A front porch started at the entrance, and
stopped somewhere on the left side of the house.
The blocked paving of the porch floor was tinted
some faded shade, but the porch ceiling was
falling, as it had been put in, section by section.

the heavy, ornate cherry wood still kept its

Then progress and the wreckers came. Uncle

varnished splendor.

Lester’s no longer stands.

“Did you have to go out of the bay?’ Her
voice was chill. It was coming and he braced
himself.
“Yes, I did. What’s sailing in the bay? I
sail to feel the sea and that can’t be done inside
the bay.”
“Oh, don’t be so childish.”
“Childish? What the hell’s childish about
loving to sail?”
“Do you have to swear? If you love the sea
so much why didn’t you join the Navy?”
Eee Ue
“Why don’t you grow up?”
“Why, why, why! Why don’t you go with
me once? You’d see what I mean.”

“Oh be serious.”
“T am.”
“Well, so am I. I won’t get in that boat. And
why were you so late? I’ve been here for over
a half-hour.”
“T didn’t take my watch with me.”
“Well why didn’t you?”
“Because, dear, the damn thing isn’t waterproof and I don’t have a father to buy me a
new one.”

“Don’t be so damn sarcastic.”
“Don’t swear, dear. It’s so childish.”
She stared in silence at him for a moment.
Then, “Get dressed. I’ll wait in the car.” It was
in effect a command, not a request ora statement. But he stifled any answer he might have
given, snatched his towel from the back of the
seat and went to the dressing room.
He had felt so good just a short time before.
The wind had been good and the boat had run
with it. He had left the shelter of the bay and

sailed out into the open South China sea. The
sun had been warm on his back and the rise and
plunge of the little boat had been medicine to
his knotted nerves.
Then he had turned the little boat and reentered the bay. The small sail boat had
skimmed silently beneath the steep slopes of the
mountains. His stomach had begun to turn and
tighten. He knew she’d be waiting when he
beached the craft and almost tacked back out
to sea. Instead he had sailed on in. And as he
sailed a hundred thoughts pulled apart in his
mind and swirled, became tangled, and tormented him.

Somewhere, somehow, something’s got to give . . . usually

Checkmate
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“Why is it like this? When did we start this
fighting? Why

did

we

start

this

fighting?

What’ll it be this time? Reigion? Me? What?
Every date it’s this way. We eat dinner at her
house and things are on shaky terms. Then we
go somewhere and pretty soon we’re fighting.
Oh, we make up before the evenings over. But
how long before we don’t make up. And why the
hell do I have to make all the concessions. All
right, Carlson, admit it, she’s got you around

her little finger and there’s not a damn thing
you can do about it but get jumpy and nervous
and irritable. Irritable . . . remember the time
the captain called you into his office? That was
the day’...

“Carlson, what in the name of hell do you
mean slugging that damn sailor? Captain Wclaw-

ski sat stolidly behind his desk chewing on a
cigar. A two-time Navy Cross winner, the stocky
little Marine didn’t take anything from anybody.
“T lost my temper, sir.”

“Why did you lose your temper ?”
“The man gave me some lip when I asked
for his liberty card.”
“Is that any excuse for slugging a man?”

“No, sir.”
The captain eaned back in his chair. “Has
this anything to do with that little girl from
Kalayaan you’ve been going with?”
“Yes, sir.”

“What?”
“He madea crack, sir.”
“What kind of crack?”
“T’d rather not say, sir.”
“OK. I can get you out of this one. But the
next time you slug a sailor at the main gate
when you’re on duty I'll see to it that you wind
up on the other end of those brig details.”
“Yes, sir.”
“That’s all.”
“Aye, aye, sir.’ Carlson spun on his heel
and started for the door.
“Carlson.”

“Sir?”
“The next time you decide to kick the hell
out of that deck ape do a good job, but don’t
(continued on page 24)

Del Footer checks out a curve in DAI’s Industrial Design studio, newly redecorated by its students.

FUNCTION @ BEAUTY @ EXPRESSION © OBSOLESCENCE

INDUSTRIAL DESIGN
We were talking about redesigning the 1934
World’s Fair emblem, that giant sphere and
triangle that had dominated the Chicago scene
for the admiration of several million people.
“What would you do with it?” we asked Del
Footer.
“Well,” he answered, doodling with a pen,
“I'd dig a hole about this big and cover it up.”
This was Del Footer speaking, the man who
has spearheaded an attack for national recognition of DAI’s free-wheeling Industrial Design
department. Hornrimmed and sarcastic, Footer
follows a straight-line approach to teaching:
either it’s right or it’s rotten. He has been

He is a perfectionist, a firm believer in personal initiativeness, and noted to make the error
of assuming that all people have a substantial
amount of intelligence and good taste. For this,
he is criticised by outsiders, and unanimously
praised by the small core of people who know
him personally.
Exponent wanted to learn what Industrial
Design was, and what its aims and purposes
were. Del Footer was under interrogation.

known to cut a student down for “overworking”’

ond. Whereas a commercial artist is interested

a drawing, and when told that it had taken only

in advertising and selling a product, the indus-

Mr. Footer, just what is an Industria] Designer?
He is a person working in a commercial field.
He must be an artist first, and a designer sec-

fifteen minutes to complete, to retort, “I don’t

trial designer is concerned with the product it-

care if it only took you three seconds. You still

self. He must make it appetizing and appealing

spent two seconds too long drawing it.”

to the masses. He must help it to function well,
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John Fryant
A cross somewhere between a bobsled
and a utility truck, this snowtruck features maximum visibility for those weekend treks across the Arctic.

Richard Maiese

An obvious facet of ID takes shape in
this angularly flowing sportscar.

keep it in good taste, express the style of the
age. Primarily, though, he is an artist and a
rebel against ugliness.

What constitutes good taste?
That, of course, is dictated by the age. During the Victorian period, carved floral designs
on porches were considered good taste. Now, we
prefer things more simple and not as complicated.

Just what is the realm of Industrial Design?

What products do you design and what don’t

Al Lochtefeld

you design?

Why jar the turntable when the speakers
are moved for better listening? A logical
question, solved in this two-part swivel
phonograph.

Actually, anything that is mass-produced
and, even then, some individual things. Autos,

Curt Beckner

furniture, silverware, appliances, interiors—all

these things fall under the title. New shapes have
to be explored, the new products have to be
capable of being reproduced and if they aren’t,

then the designer has to work with the engineer
and find a new way to make his product. Still,

the identity of the object must remain. A pitcher
still has to look like a pitcher.
That makes it difficult to originate, doesn’t it?
To an extent, but that only makes it more
challenging. After all, the first industrial designer was the caveman who found a stone ax
was better than a tree limb for getting the job
done. These forms, such as the pitcher, have
been worked out over centuries of use, and if we
make it unrecognizable, then we’ve defeated our
purpose.

pressure advertising. Once the public buys it,
you redesign and sell it as a new, improved
model. Of course, that means last year’s model is
hopelessly out of date.

Detroit, then, could produce a car that would
be good-looking for years?
Sure. There’s no reason for a car to be considered desirable one year and ugly the next.
Some of the old “classics” have proven that.
The lines have been modernized, the basic form
is still true. But Detroit says our economic system would collapse if they didn’t keep coming
out with those ‘new improved models.”

Is Industrial Design strictly a man’s field?
No, and that’s a mistaken idea a lot of
people have. When they hear the term “industrial’, they immediately think of tools and factories. Well, it takes in a lot more than that. The

Lately, we’ve heard quite a bit about “artificial obsolescence.” How about it?

wife in the family has a big say in the purchasing nowadays and, let’s face it, appearances play

That’s a dirty word, but it’s hard to get
away from it. Bluntly, it’s the idea of designing
something poorly and then selling it with high-

a big factor in sales. So, the item has to appeal
to her sense of beauty as well as appeal to the
man’s sense of mechanics. One of the best ways
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Curt Beckner
Besides originating, the designer must
be able to transform his ideas into a
workable item and still retain the function.
Versatility is the watchword in creative
design. Here, an auditorium folding chair

and a nebulous coffee table.

to make sure the women like it, is to have a
woman design it in the first place, or at least
have a woman consultant.

What are your own personal feelings about
design?
I’m not a Hedonist, if that’s what you mean.
I don’t believe in beauty for beauty’s sake alone.
Good is good only in contrast to worse, and
nothing should be arbitrary in design. The reason is that these things give meanings to our
lives, and these meanings are valid only if they
can be understood by others. I don’t like rehashing something that’s already been done, and I
don’t like harsh geometric shapes, though they
have their place if they’re used properly. I always go back to nature for my point of departure.
That was it. Exponent had been given a
quick look in to a creative, technical field.
Within this portfolio, is reproduced evidence that

Del Footer’s philosophy of design is being taken
to heart.

CHECKMATE
(Continued from Page 19)
get caught.”
“Yes, sir.” And Carlson left the office feel-

ing good again. At least he was glad he had
gotten off easy.

“Trritable . .. that’s not all you are, you're
so damn nervous you can’t even sleep nights.
All day long little thoughts jab at you and when
you go to sleep at night it’s even worse. It’s
always that same recurring dream. Ginger swinging around that pole on top of the hill, but when
you go to catch her that damn sailor steps into
the picture. Every night the same thing.”
“Why don’t I break this off? The only
times I feel good are when I’m sailing. What
keeps me going, giving in? Love? Well, if this is
love, then I never want anyone hating me. Oh
God, I wish something would happen, but what,
what, what?”
As he had neared the beach, he could picture her sitting there. She’d be wearing a summer dress. She hated shorts, said her legs were
too fat to wear them. She’d be sitting at one of
the tables, watching for the boat. Maybe she’d
be smoking, but certainly she’d be aloof. She
always was aloof, always very sure of herself.
She didn’t need him for anything, she was everything she needed. Then maybe she did need him
for something, to prove to herself she could keep
a boyfriend on her own terms. Oh, she was a
very dominating person. If she didn’t like a person, they were outsiders at the school and in any

Base Policeman brought over to the car, then

of the social events that the dependents had. To
her there was only one way, hers, and God help

pulled out and down the dirt road from the beach
area. On the main road he stamped down on the
accelerator.

“Slow down.”
“Don’t worry. Who's going to pick me up?”
“Maybe someone you don’t know.”

“Have you ever gotten a ticket?”
“Nig 7]

“Well you drive like a bat out of grandma’s

attic, so don’t worry about me.”
“There are curves ahead.”

“Dammit, Ginger, I’ve been driving for about
five years. I do know how to handle a car.”

“There’s traffic.”
“Thanks, I hadn’t noticed.”
“Watch it, you almost hit that jeepney.”

He swung the big car around the little
jeepney on a curve and tires screaming he had
to swing into another curve. He was mad now
and almost hitting a Victory Liner bus on the
curve didn’t scare him. He hit a straight stretch
on the other side of the first group of hills and
picked up so much speed the big car slewed
around the next curve.
“Feel good, big man.”
“Now what the hell’s eating you.”
“If you’re trying to scare me, don’t bother.
I can drive this car better and faster than you

the one who tried to deal with her otherwise.

any day.”
He almost jammed the gas pedal to the

Pete walked out into the glare of the sun
from the crushed coral driveway. He saw the big
Buick looming over the smaller cars. “It may be
her dad’s car,” he thought, “But it sure fits

floor, but had to admit to himself, she could
handle the big car a lot better than he could.
“Do you want to go through the base or through
town and in the Kalayaan Gate?”
“It doesn’t matter.”
They drove the rest of the way in silence.
He was thinking. “Carlson, you’re a damn fool.
For some reason you love this girl. She’s not

her.”
“Want me to drive, honey?’ He knew she’d

say yes.
“Might as well.”
He slid under the wheel and pulled the car
out of the parking lot. At the beach entrance he
stopped and signed the log book the Filipino

good looking—she’s on the heavy side—and she
constantly gives you hell. Yeah, you’re a fool.
But why?

Dinner over, Pete had excused himself from
the table and taken a beer out into the back
yard. He lit a cigarette and started to think
again. “The first argument, what had it been
about? Oh yes, the fleet put in.. .”
“But Ginger, I’m just asking you not to go
down to the base alone when the fleet’s in.”

to listen to your dreams, to share your hopes,
someone to be near you. You need to love, Carlson. Why, though, why do you need to love?”

“Because you didn’t get love at home? That’s
not the answer. Because you’re insecure, unsure

“Ginger. . 3"

of yourself? That’s more like it. You need someone to hold you up emotionally. You’re one hell
of a brave guy in a fight, but emotionally you’re
just a baby.”
“OK, dammit so you need someone to be a
crutch. But why stay with this one. Do you really
love her? No. You need her and you’re afraid to
try to go out and get another. You’re a big
emotional coward.”
“Oh God, but how much longer can I keep
up this game? I could clamp down on her. She

“You don’t own me Pete.”

might like that. Then again she might just drop

“That’s not it honey. I just don’t want you

you like a hot potato. That damn overbearing,
imposing, dominating nature of hers was the big

“Why?”
“Because those sailors have been to sea for
a couple months and they aren’t the nicest guys
in the world. I don’t want you around them.”

“I’m going down.”
“LOO...”
“T’m going to the base when I feel like it
Pete and that’s it.”

around those guys.”

“Afraid of something?”
“No, dammit. OK, do anything you please.
I’m just the guy that loves you and doesn’t
want to see you insulted.”
“Now Pete grow up...” That was it. The
next argument was the night she had asked him
to tell her every curse word he knew and he had

balked.
“Well, I want to know what those sailors are
saying to me.”
“If you stayed at home like I asked you to,
you wouldn’t have to worry.”
“I’m not staying at home, so tell me.” And
he had.
He ground out his cigarette and lay back
on the lawn. ‘You thought this was going to be
so wonderful and beautiful didn’t you? You poor
fool. Had everything planned. You’d get out, go
back to school and the two of you would marry.

pill. She’s your emotional opposite Carlson and
you know it. OK, so you give her her way. That’s
no sure reason that she’ll stay with you. If she
can twist you around her finger she may just
go looking for someone else. Or she might just
stay with you because she can control you.”
“So there you have it. You have two ways
to keep her and the same two ways to lose her.
What’re you going to do? What the hell do you
think?” And he got up and went into the house.
The night warmth was soft. He sat on the
front lawn and smoked a cigarette. Ginger sat
beside him.
“But Pete, I don’t see why if we get married
in your church, we can’t let the kids grow up and
choose for themselves what religion they want.”
“Because the Catholic church requires the
kids to be brought up Catholic.”
“Well, I don’t think that’s right.”

That was fine until you said it was going to be

“That’s the way it is. And I can’t do other-

a Catholic wedding. That was the biggest argument yet and the most re-occuring one. Dammit,
what’s wrong with you Carlson? Why do you
need this girl?”
“T’ll tell you why. You need someone to love
and someone to love you. You need someone to
call dear and honey and darling. You need someone to kiss on the cheek at crazy times, someone

wise.”
“If it’s going to be that way, then I can’t
marry you. I don’t mind marrying you in your
church, but my kids aren’t going to be forced
into any church.”
“OK honey, you win, the kids can do as they
damn please.”
“You know you don’t mean that.”

“Yes, I do, honey I do. My parents’ll kill me
but the kids can do what they want.”
“That isn’t what you want.”
“Yes honey, it is.”
“Oh, Pete don’t let me make you do anything you don’t feel is right to you.” She knew
she had him, she’d won again. He knew it too.
The guys in the barracks knew it too. ‘Henpecked’’, that was their word for Pete. And deny
it though he might, in his heart he agreed with
them.
The small town evening sounds had faded
and the jungle night closed around the housing
area. They stood in the door.
“Pete, I love you.”

“T know Ginger. It’s just that sometimes I
worry.”
“No need.”

“All you need to do is grow upalittle.”
“Yeah.”
“T still love you, very much.”

“I’m sorry about this afternoon.”
“Forget it.” And she kissed him goodnight.
She had been so generous with her “forget it”
She gave him a soft look and whispered again,
“T love you.” He didn’t see the little smile of
smugness on her face as he walked away, but
he knew it was there. The knot was still in his
stomach. It was checkmate, her queen against
his king. Oh, she had him where she wanted him
and there wasn’t a damn thing he could do about

it. His position was anything but enviable, but
he needed her, dammit, he needed her.
He stopped under a street light and lit a
cigarette. Then he walked on. Soon his footsteps
faded and the sounds of night returned and a

great silent owl drifted across the circle of light.

“T know.”

The Seed of Life
Planted deep in nothingness
to grow and swell
and in her be formed.
To burst her shell
in order on her breast to dwell.
That in the fulness of time
it might well,
trod o’er stone
and pierce through tough earth’s soil.
Just to continue on into the tree—
to rise through life
above his created nothingness.

Bro. James “De Santis

Dedication by M.
Dedication in the professions
As the great medical discovery
Which cures nations,
or
The great case which saves
The man in the street
from
The effects of corruption,
Graft, and other dishonesty.

This is the way it is shown
To the world today
Via the big screen,
the canvas,
the printed page.
Seldom is seen the man at his desk
be he
Doctor, lawyer, or what have you,
Working at the dull,
Monotonous tasks,
Unglorified by the pens of authors,
Brushes of painters,
Unknown to the big screen,
Known only to himself,
And told to no one.

STUDENT GOVERNMENT

by Elizabeth Vincent
Discipline, a necessary element in any school,
is a many-faceted thing with three objectives:
enforcing external discipline so that one may
form internal discipline within himself, and creating initiative and a sense of responsibility.
The first must be accomplished through the home
and in the school. The other two, however, can
be created and expanded through co-curricular
and extra-curricular activities in which all stu-

dents should participate.
A Student Council—or a similar type of student government—is, in the opinion of many,
the most beneficial of all co- or extra-curricular
activities. It is good for the students themselves,
for all students derive benefits from it. It is
good, also, for the school, because it serves as

a medium of creating unity and spirit within
the student body.
A council of representatives elected by the
students will provide these students with true
representation, and a means of achieving understanding and a better relationship with the

a necessity, and demonstrate to the members
of the council and all students alike the advantages and true meaning of the democracy in
which they live.
The search for truth in education is vital.
Truth leads to sincerity. A student council based
on the element of truth will naturally be a sincere basis of operation. The faculty and administration must realize the duty they have in affording these students with an honest and true
self-government. They must allow and encourage
the use of the power and freedom they have in
this form of self-government. A moderator must
act as an overseer, and not as a dictator. The
administration of that school must realize that
communication with this council can be achieved
most effectively through a chain of command
existing from them to the moderator to the
council to the students.

these young citizens with their first and (for
those who will not pursue higher learning) last
form of self-government before actually assuming their role as members of the community. It

A student council within a school which has
sincerity as a basis of operation can and will
serve the school as a whole—the administration,
the faculty, the student body, and the leaders,
for all are connected with it, either immediately
or remotely. It is not a goal in itself, but a means
to a much higher goal—that of assisting the
students in their own development into mature

will develop the leadership qualities which are

citizens.

administration and the faculty. It can provide

Before you throw yourself carefree to the winds and
succumb to heady springtime thoughts, we’d like to
mention that the summer issue is going to ke quite
a surprise. Shock may be the better word. At any
rate, you could get in on it, simply by conir.buting
whatever stories, poems, or essays you may have

lying about. We assume you know that any siudent
of the university can do just that.
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